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A ‘T: all a Libel — P-xt-n (Sir) will a 


B. Not yet, my Friend! to-morrow ‘faith 
it may; 
J 


And for that very caufe I print to day. ; 
How fhou’d T fret, to mangle ev "ry line, 
Jn rev’rence to the Sins of Tbirty-nine /. 
Vice with fuch Giant-ftrides comes on amain, 
Tnvention ftrives to be before in vain 5 
Feign what I will, and paint it e’er fo ftrong, 
Some rifing Genius fins up to my Song. 
A, Yet none but you by Name the Guilty lafh 5 
Ev'n * Gutbry faves half Newgate by a Dath.. 
eae Bed Ordinary of Newgate, who publifhes the Memoirs . the Ma- 
A2 Spare 
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pare thigh th Pérfeiny and expote the Vice. = 
‘CB. dope Sir! not damn the Sharper, b but the Dice? 

Gane chedshtire dentral, unconfin’d,. antes a 

Spread thy broad wing, and fowze on all the Kind. 

Ye Statefmen, Priefts, of one Religion all! 

Ye Tyadefinen vile, in Army, Court, or Hall ! t.. 

Ye Rev’rend Atheifts! --- 4. Scandal! ‘name ethem, Who? 
B. Why that’ 3 the thing you bid me not to do, . 

Who flarv’d a Mother, “who forlwore a Deby 

} never nani’d — the Towe’s 8 ‘ecigquiring yet. 

The pois‘ning Dame- 4, You'méan- B.I don’t. 4, You do: 
~B, See ! ! now a yeah the Secret, and pot iu 
B The brib'd EleBtoi A There y you ftoop too bine 
B. I fain wou'd pleafe you, if I knew with what : 

Tell me, which Knave is lawfal Game, which not ! ? : 

Mutt great Offenders, ofice efeap’ d the Crown, 

Like Royal Hans, be never more run down ? aes 

Admit. your Law to fpare the Koight requlres { | 


As Beafts of Nature may we hunt the Squires aa 


" Guppote 
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Suppofe I cenfure — you know what I meah wy. © . 
To fave a Bifhop, may I name a Dean? - 

A. A Dean, Sir? -no: his Fortune isnot made, > 
You hurt a Man thar’s rifing in the Trade. : - | 
- BY If not the. Tradé{man who fets up to day, | 
Much lefs the ‘Prentice who to morrow may, - 
Down, down, proud Satire ! tho’ a Land be fpoil’d, 
Arraign na mightier Thief than wretched * Wild, 
Or if a Court or Country’s made a’ Job, 
Go drench a Pick-pocket, and join the Mab. 

But Sir, I beg you, for the Love of Vice! 
The Matter’s weighty, pray. confider twice: - 
Have you lefs Pity for the needy Cheat, 
The poor and friendlefs Villain, than the Great?) 
Alas! the fmall Diferedit of a Bribe, 
Scarce hurts the Lawyer, but undoes the Scribe. 
Then better fure jt Charity becomes, 
To tax Diretors, who (thank God) have Plums : | 
Still better, Minifters; or if the thing _ 
May pinch ev'n there-we why lay itona King, . : 


Jonathan Wily tate 
ae dn Stop ! 
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AL Stop! flap! — 
B. Mutt Setire then, nor rife, nor pati 2. 
_ Speak'out, and bid me blame no Rogues at all. 
A, Yes, ftrike that Wild, YU juftify che blow. 
“F B, Strike ? why the man was hang’d ten years ago : 
Who now that obfolete Example ‘fears? Re 
Eva Peter trembles only for his Ears. 
A, What always Peter ?. Peter thinks 1 you mad, 
You make men defp’rate if ‘they once are bad : 
‘Elfe might he take to Virtue fome years hence—~ 
B, As S—k, if he lives, will love the PRINCE; . 
4 Strange fpleen to S—-k / . 
t ~B. Do I wrong the Man? rs 
God knows, I praife a Courtier where I can, 
When I confefs, there is-who feels for Fame, 
And melts to Goodnefs, reed I Scansrow name ? 
Pleas'd let me own, in Ejber's peaceful Grove * 
(Where Kent and Nature vye for Perwam’s Love} 
The Scene, the Mafter, opsning to my view, 
I fit and dream I fee my Canes anew! 9 
* The Houfe and Gardens of Ever in Surrey, debign’d by Mr. Kent: 
wate _ Ey‘a 
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Evo in a Bifhiop I can fpy Deferty - = 
Secker is decent, Rundel has a Heart, « 
Manners with Candout are to Benfos giv'n, 
To Berkley, ev'ry Virtue under Heav'n, __ - 
But does the Court a worthy Man remove ? 

‘That inftant, Ideclare, he hasmy Love: - =~ 
I fhun his Zenith, court his mild Decline 5 _ 

Thus Sommers once, and Hatrrax were mine. 

Oft in the clear, ftill Mirrour of Retteat, 

I ftody’ d Surewssury, the wife and great 5 

Car eton’s calm Senfe, and Sr anuope's noble Flame,’ 
_Compar’d, and knew their gen’rous End the fame: 

How pleafing Arreraury’s fofter hour { | 

How fhin’d the Soul, unconquer’d in the Tow’r! 

How can I Purt’ney, Cuesrerriexp forget, 

While Roman Spirit charms, and Attick Wit: 

Axeyze, the States whole Thunder born to wield, 

And hake alike the Senate and the Field : 

Or Wxnpzaw,.arm’d for Freedom and the Throne, 


The Mafter of our Paffions, and his own. 


Names 
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Names, which I long’ hate lovd; hor lev’d'in vain 
Rank’d with their Friehds, riot number’d with  cheiz 
' And if yet higher the ptoud Lift thoald’end;  ['T'ainj 
Still let me fay! No Follower, but a Friend: °° 
| Yet thihk not Friendfhip only prompts. my Lays $ 
I follow Virtue, where fhe fhiries, I praife, 
‘Point fhe to Prieft or Elder, Whig or Tory; - °° 
Or round.a Quaker’s Beaver caft a Glory: 
| I never (omy forrow I declare) | 
Din'd with the MAn of Ross; or my * Loxp May's. . 
Some; in their choice of Friends (nay, look not grave) 
Have. ftill a fecret Byafs to a Knave: — | 
T’o find an honeft man, I beat abouty 
And love bin; court him, ‘praife him, in or out, . 
A. Then why fo few commended ? 
oe! B. Not fo fiefce 3 

Find you the Virtue, and I'll find the Verfe. . 
But random Praife — the Task can ne’er be doney 
Each Mother asks it for her Booby Sen, 


* Six John Barnard. - 


_ Each 


nn or | 
Each Widow asks it for the Batt of Mén; 
For him fhe weeps; and him fhe weds ageti; 
Praife cannot ftoop, like Satire, to the Ground 5 
The Numbér may be hang’d, but not be cfown’d: 
Cs fnough for-half the Greateft of thefe Days 
To fcape my Cenfute, not expedt my Praife 
Are they not rich ? wha€.more can they pretend? 
Dare they to hiopé a Poet for their Friend? 
What Ridusxiev wanted, Lovwr$ fcarce could gathy . 
And what young Ammon wifl’d, but with’d in vain.» 
‘No Pow’r the Male’s Friefdfhip carr commands 
No Pow’t; when Virtue claims it, carl withftand ; 
"To Cato;. Virgil pay'd one honeft line § 
O let my Country's Friends Hlumid mine ' [Sit, 
- — What aré you thinking ? .4. Faith, the thought’s nd 
I think your Friends are our, and would bé ini - 
B. If triefely to come in, Sif, they go out; 
The! way they. take is ffrangely round about, 
A, They too may be coftipted) you'll allow ? 
B. ft only cali chofe Kinaves who are fo now, 
: 5 ft 
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Is that togclitéle? Comeé then, : TH compli wae 
Spirit of Arvall ! aid me while-I l¥ez | 
Cosuam’s.2:Coward, Potwania is, a. Slave; our 
And. Lytrrerom.a dark, defighing Knave, | - 

St. Joun has ever been.a wealthy: Kool: . 

. But let me add; Sir, Rosgxtemighty Gully: in 
‘Has never made a Friend in, private ‘life;. . 

And was, befides, a ‘Tyrant to his_ Wiles. 

_ But pray, when others prrife him, do: blante 2. 
Call -Clodius, Wolfiy, any odious name? . | 
Why rail they then, if buc a Wreath of mite. 
Oh All-accomplith’d St. Joun ! deck thy Shrine 3 

What? fhall each fpur-gall’'d Hackney of the Dayy 
When Pax--n gives him double Pots and. Pay,- 

Or each new-penfion’d Sycophant pretend 

To break my Windows, if I treat a Friend; . 

Then wifely plead, to me they meant no hut, .. 

But ‘twas my Gueft at whom: they. threw, the dirt 7. 
Sure, if I {pare 1 the Minifter, no rules 

Of Honour bind .me;. not tea meul his Tooly,. .  ~ 


Sore 
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Sue, if elie cinnot cat ic may be fad 
Hiis Sews are toorhlefs, and his Harchets. Lead, 
~ Je anger'd Tunewnit, once upon a day, 
To feea Footinan kick’d that took his pays © °°. 
But when he heard th’ Affroat the Fellow gave, 
Knew one a Man of Honour, one @ Knave ; 
The prudent Gen’ral rurn’d it to a jeft, 
And begg’d, he'd take the pains to kick the reft 
Which not at prefent having time to do —e 
A. Hold Sir! for God’s-fake, where’s th’Afifont to you? 
; Againft your worfhip what has S——k writ ? 

When did Ty—? hort you with his Wit? 
Or grant, the Bard whofe Diftich all commend, 
[im Pow'r a Servant, out of Pow'r a Friend. | 
‘To W—ke guilty of fome venial Sin, 
What's that to you, wha he’er was out nor in? 
_ ‘The Prieft whofe Flattery beedropt the Crown, - 
How hyrt he you? he only ftain’d the Gown. 
And how did, pray, the Florid Youth offend, 
Whole Speech me rook, and gave it to q Friend? - 

a &Ba | B, Patty 
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B. Paich it imports not:much from whom it came; 4 
Whoever borrow’ d, could not be to blame, | 
Bince the whole Honfe did afterwards the fame; -. 
Let Courcly Wirs to Wits, afford felts ; 
As Hog to Hog in Huts of Wefpbaly ; 
If one, tho: Nature’s Bounty or his Lord’s,- ,. 
Has what the frugal, dirty {oil affords, 
From him the nexe receives ity thick or thin, 

As pure a Mefs almoff as it came in; 
The bleffed Benefir, nqt there cpnfin’ d, 
Drops to the third who puzzles clofe behind ay 
From tail to mouth, they feed, and they caroufe ; 
The laf, full fairly gives it to the Houfe. 

A. This filthy Simile, this. beaftly Fine, 


Quite turns my Stomach — B. So does Flatr’ry mine; 


And al] yoyr Courtly Civet-Cats can vent, 
Perfyme to you, to me is Excrement, . 
But hear me further — - Faphits’ tig agreed, 
Wrie not, aud Chartres {earce could write or read, 
In af} the Courts of Pindus guifrlefs quice 5 


‘But Pens can forge, my Friend, that cannot write. 


™ And 


eat een 
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And muft ng’ Egg in Fapbet’s Face be thrown, -¥ 
Becaufe the Deed he forg:d was.not my own Pee 
Moff never Patriot chen declaim at Gin, 2 0 2-2 
Vnlefs, good. man! he. has been fairly in?. -  € 
No zealous Paffor blame a failiig:Sponfe, 0... 3-4 
Without a ftaring Reafon.on his Brows? 2. 2S 

_ And each Blafphemer quité efcape the Rod, - 
Becgufe the infalt’s'not’pn Mga, bu.God? ss - 

Ask you what Provocation Ihave had? 22... < 
The ftrong Antipathy of Good ta’ Bad. anne : 
When Truth or Virtue an.Affront.endures, ah Rear a 


Th’ Affront'js mine, my Friend, and thould bé youra, 
Mine, as a Hoe’ profefs'd to falfe Prétence,  . 
Who think a Coxcomb’s Honcur like his Senfes 
Mine, asa Friend to ev'ry worthy mind ; 
And mine 4s Man, who feel for all ae 
- AZ Ee ee ‘proud... , 
: <B. So proud, Tam ne 6 ave: : 

So aeieie: I own my felf no Knave: oe 2 
So odd, my Conatry’s Ruiri makes me graye, 

. : Fey 
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Yes, I am proud; J maul ‘bé proud $6 feo. 
Men notafraid of God, afrdid off mé : 
Safe from the Bar, the Pulpic, antl‘the "Thrones. 
Wet touch’d ang thani'd:by'Ridiewe blone, = 

O facted Weapori'- Isft for ‘Tyuth’s defence,’ 
Sole Dread of Folly; Vice, and tnfolencef = 
To al] but HeaV’n-tliretted Hands deny’@, 
The Mufe miay give.thee, ‘but the Gode maft guide, 
Rev’rent | touch thee !. but with honeft zeal ; aan 
To rowze the Watthmen of the Publick Weal, 
To Virtue’s Work provoke the tardy Hall, 
And goad the Prelate flumb'ring in his Stall. 

Ye tinfgl Infe&e! whom a Court maintains, 
That colts your Beauties only by your Staing, 
Spin all your-Cobwebs o’er the Eye of Day! 
The Mufe’s wing fhall brufh you all away : 
All his Grace preaches, all his Lordfhip fings, 
All-that makes Saints ‘of Quitens, and Gods of Kings, — 
All, all but Truth, drops deadybom from the Prefs, - 
Like the lot Guaett, or the lat Adie, 5 2 
Pe : When 
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When black: Aimbition ftatns a Publlicle Caaf .--<- 
A Monarchs firortt whee mad ‘Vain-glory:dtwingy < -- 
Not Waller's: Weteath' can hide the-Nation’s Bean, -~ 
Not Botles# van’ the } Feather toa Stars 6 4 

Nat fo, wHen diadein'd(with Rays diving; co: = 
Touch’d with the Plame that breaks from Firtuds Sirtie, 
Her Piigttele Mufe-forbide the Goodte-dye; °° 
And ope’s the Temphe.of Btemity;; 0/00 
There other Tropbiés-deck the traly Braves | * - 
Than fuch aa Anfiis cafts into the Grate; Ser | a 
Far other Stars than * and * * wear, 
And may defcend to Mor—tin from Stair ¢ 
Such as on * Hoven’s unfully’d-Miere-thine,———— i 
Ot beam, good Dresr ! from a Heart like thine. 
LetEnvy howl while Heav’n’s whole Chorus fings, 
And bark at Honour not conferr’d by Kings ; 
‘Le F lace’ry fick’ning fee the Incenfe rife, 
Sweet to the World, and grateful to the Ski¢s ; 


T In bis Ode on Namur 5 where (to ufe his own Words) il @ fait 
un Afire dela Plume blanche qui le Roy porte ordinairement a fon Chas 
peau, & qui eff en effer une efpece de Comete, fatale a nos exnemis, = | 

* Dr. Hough Bilhop of Worce/fer. 


Troth 
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Nach guards the Poet, fandtifies the Wine, &:. 1-77 
And makes Immortal, Verfe as mean as ming. >... 

Yes, the laft Pen-for Freedom let me draws; »: 
When Truth ftands trembling on the edge of Law: - 
Here, Laft of Britons ! Jet your Names be read, _ 
Are none, none living? let me praife the Deady 
And for that Caufe which, made, your Fathers ‘fhine) | 


Fall by the Votes.of their degen’rate Line! 


A. Alas! alas! pray end what you began... ' 
Kad write next winter more Effys on Man 


